MUSIC IN LONDON 1890-94

the Handel Festival enthusiasts care nothing for poetry or its
expression: they are absolute materialists in music. They know
the points of a good voice, and the rarities of vocal execution;
and they like familiar music that shews off those points and de-
mands those rarities. In Honor and Arms the phrase Though I
could end thee at a blow is set sensibly to'eight notes in a way to
which neither Gluck nor Wagner could take the smallest excep-
tion; but it is not at all preferred to the single word "glory," set
to a "division" consisting of no less than thirty-six notes.

Santley's singing of the division of Selection Day was, humanly
speaking, perfect. It tested the middle of his voice from C to C
exhaustively; and that octave came out of the test hall-marked:
there was not a scrape on its fine surface, not a break or a weak
link in the chain anywhere; while die vocal touch was impeccably
light and steady, and the florid execution accurate as clockwork.
The phrase Though I could end thee at a blow was admired, not
for its rational setting, but for the irrationality of the repetition of
die eight notes a sixth higher, compelling the singer to sing up
the scale from his low G to the G above, and immediately after-
wards from E flat to E flat, thereby exhibiting his whole compass
(barring the top E natural and F, which were repeatedly in
evidence under more difficult conditions in Nasce al bosco) in
such a way as made it impossible for him to conceal any blemish,
if there had been one.

Everyone else broke down under these Handelian tests except
Mr Lloyd, whose voice, homogeneous as it is from top to bottom,
and charming as its color is, has not quite the beautiful firmness
and purity of tone which the public has learnt the value of from
Patti and Sims Reeves as well as from Santley. Madame Melba
might perhaps have held her own on this point had she risen to
the immense care and vocal conscientiousness of those three
artists; but she underrated her task, and all but came to grief in
the (for her) only really difficult "division" in Let the bright
Seraphim, which she seemed to me to be reading at first sight.
Albani's voice, wonderful enough, in spite of its obvious pulsa-
tion, from E to B natural at the top, is conspicuously deficient in